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: MY JOHANNA 


JOHNSON. . 


An African Love Song. 


Tempo a1’ A acura 


Words and Music by EpGar SELDEN. 


. Down where de flat -boats come and go, 
When........- de night am bright an’ clear, 

. Black.....-. crows pare up-on de trees, 
Dane - in’ on de old ilev-ee, 
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Oh! my Jo-han-na, ho! 
Oh! my Jo-han-na, ho! 
Oh! my Jo-han- na, ho! 
Oh! my Jo-han-na, ho! 
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where de big steam whistles blow, My Jo-han-na  John-son, 
Dark - ies come from far an’ near, My Jo-han-na  John-son, 
Swing - in’ in de morn-in’ breeze, My Jo-han-na  John-son, 
Hap - py as a bum-ble-bee, My Jo-han-na  John-~-son, 
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come float - in’ ee de i Oh!. my Jo-han-na, ho! 
Pie de ban-jos, dancean’ wing, Oh! my Jo -‘han- nha, ho! 
Rice - birds flut-ter in de sky, Oh! my Jo-han-na, ho! 
Tot - in’ cot-ton in de sun,: Oh! my Jo- han-na, ho! 
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Dat’s ge pee of which I dream, My Jo- han-na  John-son. 
An’ Swa-nee Rib- ber’ sing, My Jo-han - na John-son, 
You cant kotech them if you try, My Jo-han-na  John-son. 
Ain’t we glad when day am done, My Jo-han-na  John-son. 
CHORUS. 
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N: My Jo-han - na John-son, she is 
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She’s the ni - cest galdat I do know. 
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bet - ter far, than money My Jo-han-na John-son, she’smy beau. 
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She’s sweeter far, than honey, An” 
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~ YOUR MOTHER AND |, MAGGIE. 


Song and Chorus. 
Words and Music by WALTER P, KEEN. 

1. One night in the parlor, when mother was away, 

Made, the only daughter, so lovingly did say: 

Please tell me a story, now there’s a fond papa; 

So that upon the morrow, I'll tell it to mamma! 

Darling, the father answered, a story I will tell, 

And it concerns your mamma, and you and I as well, 

Years ago, a lad and lass were married secretly! 

The maiden was your mother dear, the lad, my girl, was me! 


CHORUS. 
Tempo di Valse. 
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2. Your mother was handsome, and many suitors tried, 
Each with his gold and jewels, to win her for his bride; 
But wealth couldn’t alter the vows she made to me; 
Darling, she said, I’m ready to share my life with thee! 
When we were wed, her parents disowned their only child, 
Telling her at the parting, they'd never be reconciled, 
But before they passed away to brighter realms above, 
They blessed the girl who married me for pure and holy love! 


Copyright, mpcccxciv, by Henry J. WEHMAN. 
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SEEING JENNIE HOME. 


| Song and Chorus. 


Arr. by F. W MEACHAM. Words and Music by Gro. C, EDWARDS. 


2 Tempo di Valse. 4 
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have an on - ly Jen - nie, she is most won-drous fair ;...... 


2: aie sev -en - teen is Jen - nie, she is so shy and coy}...... 
re The time seems long in com - ing, when marriage bells will ring,..... 
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Pearse ycaineness And ev -’ry day I meet her,on the cor-ner ofe« the square... 

See nae hoviesesve With smiles she al- ways greets me and it fills my heart with joy,...... 

Mestpaaretask sess And birds the pleas-ure shar - ing, in the trees will sweet-ly sing,...... 
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Ramaee as ou ces When the wedding march re-sound -ing, likethe cho-rus of a poem,... 
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. And on my arm so prods ly, Pu ake my Jen- -nie home.......... 
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true, eyes so. blue, gold en hairhas my Jen - nie, 
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_ -THE WORKINGMAN’S DREAM. 


Song and Chorus. 


Alle Tegr 0 Moderato. Words and Music by J. P. SKELLY. 
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1. A work-ing-man came home one night And ut down just to 
2. He heed-ed not the storm with-out; Thro’-it he’d tried all 
8. His wife with all a moth - er’s love, While tears were in her 
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And while he sat he fell a - sleep, With 
earn the hon - est dol - lar That for 
si- lent by while death came in, Her 
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food and fire would pay,.......... His dream was of the chil-dren 
babe and her to patt........... The man slept on, a peace-ful 
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seeveeseecvaeesa + But when he woke he sighed, “a-las! My dream wasall in vain! vain?” 
Copyright, mpcccxciv, by Henry J. WEHMAN. 
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WHEN PEGGY AND | ARE WED. 


Copyright, 1893, by Will H. Kennedy. Entered at Stationers’ Hall;ZLondon. 


All rights reserved, 
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2 __ 
Words and Music by Harry Kennedy, Author of “ Molly and I and the Baby.” 
——2- ¢-  _______ 

There’s a girl I meet in our street, 


Her family lives next door; 


The father he owns the big corner flat, 


The daughter takes cash in the store. 
Every night I roam to see her home, 
And no matter where I go 


You can hear them all murmur as I walk by, 7 
‘That's Peggy O’Hara’s beau.” 

Monday night I asked her hand, 
Tuesday asked her ma, 


Wednesday ‘I made up my mind 
To Lave a long chat with her pa; 

On Thursday he gave his consent, 
These words to me he said: 

“Tl give you the deed of the corner lot 
When Peggy and you are wed.” 
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CHORUS. 
Oh, Peggy, say yes, love, make your answer a kiss, love, 
For you are the sweetest one that e’er I cast my eyes upon; E 
Just mention the day, love, don’t you dare to say nay, love; 
Oh, how happy we shall be when Peggy and I are wed. 


Many years have fled since we were wed, 
Our locks are turning gray; 


; Now Peggy and I run the corner store, 

The old folks have long passed away. 

| ° We've been blessed with health, we’ve lots of wealth, 
We are happy as can be; 

; With a son and a daughter that’s both grown up, 


And a baby that’s just turned three. 
Mary, she’s the eldest girl, 
Looks just like her ma; 
Terence, he’s a fine young lad 
With all the ould tricks of his pa. 
Not a shade of strife e’er crossed our life, 
; And we'll ne'er forget the day 
“yj When Peggy took cash in the corner store, 
And to her I used to say: 
CHORUS. 
Oh, Peggy, say yes, love, make your answer a kiss, love, 
ny For you are the sweetest one that e’er I cast my eyes upon; 
ft aie Just mention the day, love, don’t you dare to say nay, love; } ; 
Oh, how happy we shall be when Peggy and I are wed. : : 


DON’T FORGET ME, MARY! 


Song and Chorus. 
Tempo di Valse. ‘ Words and Music by J. P. SKELLY. 
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1. They kissed and d parted at the gate, os lass and ie - ing swain, He 
2. The ship went sail-ing far a-way Thro’ wildandan - gry wave, With 
3. At home his Ma-ry fond-ly waits Her lov-er’s glad re - turn, Still 
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darksome night, no land in sight,—Fordeath he had no fear,....... And 
does not know that Jack’s warm hand Will never clasp her own,....-- At 
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as he sank beneath the foam His voice rosesound-ing clear: 
night in dreams she seems to hear His voice in lov -ing tone! 
CHORUS. After third verse sing, Chorus pianisstmo. 
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Don’t for-get me, Ma - ry, While I sail the sea,......... 
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Don’t for-get me, Ma - ry, Wher-ev-er I 
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Keep yourheart in glad - ness, | Ten - der, warm and  true....... 
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Don’t for - RE me, Ma - ry, I'll think of none but you....... 
Copyright, mpcccxci, by Henry J. WEHMAN. 
The complete Words and Music of this Song can be had for 40 cents per copy; 
of any Music Dealer in the United States or Canada; or from the Publisher, 
: HENRY J. WEHMAN, 180 & 132 Park Row, New York. 
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WHEN SUIIMER COMES AGAIN. 


. 
Copyright, 1898, by Frank Harding. Entered at Stationers’ Hall, London. 
All rights reserved. 


The Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of 40 cents; or this and any two other Songs for 
One Dollar, by Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. Postage Stamps taken same as cash for all our goods. 


Words and Music by James Thornton. Arranged by G. M. Rosenberg. 


There was once a young maiden of tender grace, laughing blue eyes and a winsome face, 
Also a youth, brimming with truth, got married one day in spring. 

Through the sweet scented summer they knew no fear, but the mills had all closed in the winter drear; 
Then when the lad was gloomy and sad this is the song she would sing: 


CHORUS. 


r Sweetheart, fond heart, from your side I will ne’er part, we'll be together, love, in sunshine or in rain; 
Don’t be repining, what is the use of complaining, we will be happy, love, when summer comes again. 


* Oh, the cold, cheerless winter soon passed away, spring came with flowers to deck sweet May; 
Maiden and lad grew to be glad, and sung like the birds in spring. 
The dark shadows of sorrows ne’er came again to their sweet little cottage just down the lane, 
Where at the door, when his work was o’er, she’d kiss him and then she’d sing:—Chorus. 


CHORUS. 


Sweetheart, fond heart, from your side I will ne’er part, we'll be together, love, in sunshine or in rain; 
Don’t be repining, what is the use of complaining, we will be happy love, when summer comes again. 


LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. 


Copyright, 1893, by T. B. Harms & Co, English copyright secured. 
All rights reserved. 


The Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of 40 cents; or this and any two other Songs for 
One Dollar, by Henry J Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. Postage Stamps taken same as cash for all our goods. 


Words and Music by Percy Gaunt. 


Put your arms around me honey, even if you have no money; love me little, love me long; 

For you know I'm in a hurry, when my heart is in a flurry—love me little, love me long. 

I'd fiy away on high, knock a hole up in the sky, and hear the angels sing their brightest song. 
Get a move and do not tarry, if you do we will not marry—love me little, love me long. 


CHORUS. 


Stand from under! I’m goin’ up yonder, yonder in the skies; 
Put your arms around me, even if you have no money— 
Love me little love me long. 


Come along, my darling duckey, for I know you’re very lucky—love me little, love me long; 

Do not wait a single minute, or we never will be in it—love me little, love me long. 

Put your wings on very tight, and we'll fly by day and night, till we reach the place that has the golden gong. 
Over spire aud over steeple, fly away from all the people—love me little, love me long.— Vhorus. 


Don’t you hear the angels singing, and the golden bells a-ringing—love me little, love me long; 

Honey dear, you’ve got to take me, and you’ll never try to shake me—love me little, love me Jong. 

Oh, do not be too Jate when we reach the golden gate, for I want to take my harp and shout a song. 
Come along, my beauty charmer, buckle on your brightest armor—love me little, love me long.—C horus. 
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Parody on: 


I Long to See the Girl I Left Behind. 


Written and sung by Frank North. 


Send for Free Catalogue of Song Books, Letter Writers, Dream Books, Fortune Tellers, Trick Books, Recitation Books, Penny 
Ballads, Call Books, Joke Books, Sketch Books, Stump Speeches, Irish Song Books, Cook Books, Books of 
Amusement, etc., to Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. 


There’s a cottage up in Harlem, where I went to see a dame 
Who thought she had a mortgage on my life; 
And she got all my money, but, of course, she’s not to blame, 
For I had asked this girl to be my wife. 
And when I told her father of my love so dear 
He licked me and he kicked me till he nearly drove me blind; 
As he raised the parlor window and he threw me to the street 
I thought abow the girl 1 left behind. 


CHORUS. 


My gold watch and chain II] ne’er see again, she’s done me for everything fine; 
Now it’s drove me to drink, and I can’t sleep a wink, for this girl that I left behind, 


4 One evening, in a concert hall, I thought I'd raise a fight, 
H I told a girl I didn’t like her face; 
} For I’d been drinking whiskey, and I thought the world was mine, 
; . But I soon found how different was the case. 
: The copper grabbed me gently and he took me to the door, 
‘ And he said: ‘* Old boy, we’ll try to use you elegant and fine,” 
As he hit me with his night stick, and he closed up both my eyes, 
So I couldn’t see the gir! I left behind. e 


CHORUS. 


My money’s all gone, my clothes are in pawn, I’ve lost everything—even my mind; 
T’ve lost my job on account of that slob of a girl that I left behind. 


One of His Legs Is Longer than It Really Ought to Be. 


Copyright, 1893, by Spaulding & Kornder. 


All rights reserved, 


¥ne Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of 40 cents; or thisand any two other Songs for 
One Dollar, by Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. Postage Stamps taken same ascash for all our goods. 


Words and Music by Lew Dockstader. 


A friend of mine once got a fall that broke his leg and arm, 

‘The doctor set them right away, which lessened our alarm, 

And as the arm grew strong again our hearts were light and gay, 
But when he tried to walk around we all began to say: 


CHORUS. 


Why one of his legs is longer than it really onght to be, 

Weal! began to pity him and gave our sympathy, e “ 
But John said, I don’t care, because there's many more than me 

Who has a leg that’s longer than it really ought to be. 


Some time ago a dashing dude a lovely damsel met, 

He told the girl he loved her so her charms he’d ne’er forget; 
She learned that he was wealthy, and I know the girl was poor, 
But now the girl is wealthy und the man is broke, I’m sure. 


CuHorvs. 


And one of ‘his legs is longer than it. really onght to be, 

I guess she must have pulled it till it loosened at the knee; 
He used to be a model, for a splendid form had he, 

But now one leg is longer than it really ought to be. 


While riding on a railroad train a masher chanced to see ‘ 
Two girls whom he invited in the dining ear to tea: 

They ate up everything they saw, for more began to shout, 

The masher paid the bill and from the car came limping out. 


CHoRvs. ‘ 
For one of his legs was longer than it really onght to be, 
Just think of settling on a train a diuner bill for three; 
Just try the same yourself some day, and then you'll quickly see 
That one leg will be longer than it really ought to be. 


SHE IS MY PIC-NIC GIRL. 


Copyright, 1893, by T. B. Harms & Co. English copyright secured. 
All rights reserved. 


tos Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of 40 cents; or this and any two other Songs for 
One Dollar, by Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. Postage Stamps taken'same as cash for all our goods. 


Words and Music by Harry Connor. Arranged by Percy Gaunt. 


Kitty Driscoll is the girl who has my heart in keeping, 

I dream of her by night and day, at waking or while sleeping; 

You can bet she’ll give them cards and spades, at “ Nee she’s a peach; 
She broke my heart and pocket-book at Coney Island beach. 


REFRAIN. A 
She is my pic-nic girl: you should see ns as we whirl, 
“Spieling” and reeling, at Coney Island down the bay; 
For she’s such sweet young thing, I’ll buy a wedding ring, 
Aud married 1’ll be to Kitty, if she'll but name the day. 


When she strikes the dancing floor you bet there is a flurry, 

The girls they scatter right and left, they seem in such a hurry 

Just to see her dip and slide and skate and twist upon her heel; 

They say she’s papa’s baby girl, when she begins to ‘ spiel.”— Refrain. 


Thursday night there’ll be a hop, and Kate and I are going; 

The question I will surely pop, and no oue will be knowing. 

If she does refuse I'll leave this earth, and take the quickest way; 

Should she say “Yes,” well, you can guess I’]] name the wedding day.— Refrain. 


MOLLY, O! : 


Copyright, 1891, by T. B. Harms & Co, Entered at Stationers’ Hall, London, 


‘The Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of 40 cents; or this and any two otherSongs for 
One Dollar, by Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. Postage Stamps taken same as cash for all our goods, 


Written and Composed by Wm. J. Scanlan and sung by him in “ Mavourneen.” 


She's plain Molly, O, simple and sweet; She’s plain Molly, O, lovely, divine; 
My heart is gone, I lay me at her feet; Oh, would that I could cali Molly mine. : 
et oe meets 80 Beat _ Bazes, ? , re 
19 would not love my Molly dear Brave soldiers may war, heroes may die, 
Clouds are but sunshiue, skies ever clear, With Molly, dear, the world : would defy. 
Happy am 1 lads, when Molly is near; : Tender her heart, loving and true, 
Heart’s fondest echo, love's sweet refrain, Flowers of the valley call her queen. 
Still call me back to my Molly again. — So like the lily, so like the rose, 
CHORUS. \ Her lungh’s like the sunshine to nature's repose; 
She's plain Molly, O, simple and sweet; Her eyes are jewels, more rich and bright 
She's plain Molly, O—her heart is love's retreat; Than thoge in heaven that sparkle at night.— Chorus. 
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HAVE YOU SEEN HER? | 


Words by GEORGE COOPER. - Music by GEo. C. EDWARDS. 


Tempo di Valse. 
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1. Have you seen her? She’s the fair - mat lit - tle girl in all the 
2. Have you seen her? You can tell her by the sun-shine in — her 
38. Have you seen her? She’s the treas-ure of my heart for-ev - er- 
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world, She’s a beau - ty! She’s the rar-est! She’s a 
face; Not a maid - en can ex - cel her In her 
more, And to know her is a pleas-ure; She’s’ the 
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; ate 
aes ceo Searriaer eis — 8 Paar aaa a oe 
= eee 
0-4 —|-2 
— a ag eS 
bout her Thata I nev - er saw be - ic, Onl 2 2p 
splen-dor, But I’d_ rath - er have one _ smile From the 
bright-en, As the stars the sky a -  bove; She was 
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would not be with-out her he I love her more and more....... 
girl so good and ten-der That I think of all the while....... 
sent my heart to light-.en With the bless- ing of her love......... 
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Have youseen her? Have youseen her? She’s the dar - ling girl for 
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She’s the neat-est, ae ,the sweetest, And our = 
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soon will be.  Oh,,......+.. boys, And our wedding soon will be. 


Copyright, mpcccxcim, by Henry J. WEHMAN. 
The complete Words and Music of this Song can be had for 40 cents per copy, 


of any Music Dealer in the United States or Canada; or from the Publisher, 
HENRY J. WEHMAN, 130 & 1382 Park Row, New York. 


DAISY BELL. 


Copyright, 1892, by T. B. Harms & Co. Entered at Stationers’ Hall, London. 


te Se Ee 


All rights reserved. 


TheJWords and Music of this Song will he sent to any address, post-pnid, on receipt of 40 cents; or this and any two other Songs for 
One Dollar, by ‘Sanweee « Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. U.S. Postage Stamps taken same as cash. 


Written and Composed by Harry Dacre. / 


There is a flower within my heart, Daisy, Daisy! 
Planted one day by a glancing dart, planted by Daisy Bell; 
Whether she loves me or loves me not, sometimes it’s hard to tell, 
-| Yet Iam longing to share the lot of beautiful Daisy Bell. 
| 


CHORUS. 


Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer, do! 
I’m half crazy, all for the love of you! 
It won’t be a stylish marriage—I can’t afford a carriage— 
But you’ll look sweet on the seat of a bicycle built for two! 


wae 


We will go “tandem” as man and wife. Daisy, Daisy! 
‘*Ped'ling ” away down the road of life, I and my Daisy Bell! 

When the road’s dark we can both despise p‘licemen and “* arg) ”” as well; 
There are ‘‘ bright lights” in the dazzlingeyes of beautiful Daisy Bell. 


CHORUS. 


Daisy, Daisy. give me your answer, do! 
I'm half crazy, all for the love of you! 
, It won’t be astylish marriage—I can’t afford a carriage— 
;. But you'll look sweet on the seat of a bicycle built fortwo! 


I will stand by you in ‘* wheel” or woe, Daisy, Daisy! 

You'll be the aro me Til ring, you know, sweet little Daisy Bell! . 
You’ll take the “lead” in each “trip” we take, then if I don’t do well, 

T’ll permit you to use the brake, my beautiful Daisy Bell. 


CHorvs. 


Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer, do! 
I'm half crazy, all for the love of you! ' 

It won’t be a stylish marriage—I can’t afford a carriage— 
But you'll look sweet on the seat of a bicycle built for two! 


« 


TWO LITTLE GIRLS IN BLUE. 


Copyright, 1893, by Spaulding & Kordner. 


All rights reserved. 


The W > ds and Music of this Song willbe sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of cents; or thi: 
for One Dollar, by Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. U.S. Postage Stamps ti 


_ >to 
‘ Words and Music by Chas, Graham, 


is and any two other So: 
aken same as cash, Pal 


An old man gazed on a photograph in the locket he’d worn for years, 

His nephew then asked him the reason why that picture had caused him tears; 
Come, listen, he said, I will tell you, lad, a story that’s strange but true— 
Your father and I at the school Fe day met two little girls in blue. 


REFRAIN. ' 


Two little girls in blue, lad, two little girls in blue; A 
They were sisters, we were brothers, and learned to love the two 
And one little girl in blue, lad, who won your father’s heart, 

Became your mother; I married the other, but we have drifted apart. 


That picture is one of those girls, he said, and to me she was once a wife; { 
I thought her unfaithful, we Py gees lad, and parted that night for life; 

My faucy of jealousy wronged a heart, a heart that was good and true, 

For two better girls never lived than they, those two little girls in blue. 


REFRAIN. 


Two little girls in blue, lad, two little girls in blue; 

They were sisters, we were brothers, and learned to love the two; 
And one little girl in blue, lad, who won your father’s heart, 

Became your mother; I married the other, but we have drifted apart 


— . ae 


THE VOLUNTEER ORGANIST. | 


Copyright, 1893, by Spaulding & Kornder. Allrights reserved. i 


The Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of 40 cents; or this and any two other Songs for 
One Dollar, by Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York, Postage Stamps taken same as cash for all our goods. 


Words by Wm. B. Glenroy. Music by Henry Lamb. 


The preacher in the village church one Sunday morning said, 

Our organist is ill to-day, wiil someone play instead? % 
An anxious look crept o’er the face of every person there, 

As eagerly they watched to see who'd fill the vacant chair. 

A man then staggered down the aisle whose clothes were old and torn; 

How strange a drunkard seemed to me in church on Sunday morn, 

But as he touched the organ keys without a single word, 

The melody that followed was the sweetest ever heard. 


REFRAIN. 


The scene was one I’ll ne’er forget as long as I may live, 
And just to seeit o’er again all eartlily weulth I'd give; 
The congregation al] amazed, the preacher old and gray, 
The organ and the organist who volunteered to play. 


ae 


Each eye shed tears within that church, the strongest men grew pale, 
} ‘The organist in meiody had told his own life’s tale; 

The sermon of the preacher was no lesson to compare 

With that of life’s example who sat in the organ chair. 

And when the service ended not asoul had left a seat, 

Except the poor old organist, who started toward the street; 

Along the aisle and out the door he slowly walked away, 

The preacher rose and softly said, good brethren, let us pray.— Refrain. 


Parody on: 


THE CAT CAME BACK. 


Written by Charles E. Lage. 


Send for Free Catalogue of Song Books, Letter Writers, Dream Books, Fortune Tellers, Trick Books, Recitation Books, Penny 
Ballads, Call Books, Joke Books, Sketch Books, Stump Speeches, Irish Song Books, Cook Books, Books of 
Amusement, etc., to Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. | 


T once had a dollar and that dollar it was bad— 

Anice little hole and aJeaden color it had— 

Tried every plan I knew to get this coin away; 

Even dropped it in a preacher’s box, but there it didn’t stay. - 


Cuorts. ‘ i 


f 
The dollar came back, they owed me for a bill, ¥ 
So the dollar came back the very next day. 
The dollar came back, said they thought I tapped a till, 
So the dollar came back, it wouldu’t stay away. 


I next tried it on a blind man who stood upon the street; 

J saw him feel it: I guess he thought he had a treat; 

‘Then he turned his sign around and after me did run, 

When, what was my surprise to read on his sign ‘‘ 1 am dumb,” 


— 


CHORUS. 


The dollar came back, it wasn’t any lighter; 
The dollar came back the very same way; 
The dollar came back, I wasu’t a fighter, 
So the dollar came back, und not a word did I say. 


I next dropped it on the street, and for fun o’er it I passed, 
y Gave it a farewell glance, as though it was my last; 
‘ A policeman stepped up to me and says, ‘* Now, don’t get funny, 
For I’m going to arrest you for passing counterfeit money.” 


CHORUS. 
The dollar came back—I wus given a duty 
When the dollar came back to the hotel where I did stay. 
The dollar came back; they made me spoil its beauty, 
So the dollar came back and never went away. 


OH! PROMISE SIE. 


Copyright, 1889, by G. Schirmer. 
All rights reserved. 


The Words and Music of this Bone will be sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of 40 cents; or this and any two other Songs. for 
One Dollar, by Henry J. Weliman, 130 & 182 Park Row, New York. Postage Stamps taken same as cash for all our goods. 


Words by Clement Scott. Music by Reginald De Koven. f 


Oh, promise me that some day you and I Oh, promise me that you will take my hand, 

Will take our love together to some sky, . The most unworthy in this lonely land, 

Where we can be alone and faith renew, And let me sit beside you, in your eyes 

And find the hollows were those flowers grew; Seeing the vision of our paradise; 

Those first sweet violets of early spring, Hearing God’s message, while the organ rolls | 
_ Which come in whispers, thrill us both, and sing Its mighty music to our very souls, f 

Of love unspeakable that is to be— No love less perfect than a life with thee— | 


Oh, promise me. oh, promise me. * Oh, promise me, oh, promise me. 


} 


SINCE MY MOTHER'S DEAD AND GONE. 


SONG AND CHORUS. ; 


Words and Music by J. P. SKELLY. 
Andante moderato. 
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But my heart is sad and lone - ly— Since my mother’s dead and gone! 
Pray that wemay meet in Heav-en, When your mother’s dead and gone !”’ 
There is no one left to love me, Since my mother’s dead and gone! 
CHORUS. 
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love me, Since my moth-er’s dead and gone! 


Copyright, mpcccixxxvi, by Henry J. WEHMAN. 


The complete Words and Music of this Song can be had for 40 cents per copy, 
of any Music Dealer in the United States or Canada; or from the Publisher, 
HENRY J. WEHMAN, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. 
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ALWAYS MIND YOUR SISTER, JENNIE. 


Copyright, 1892, by Frank Tousey. 
All rights reserved. > 


She Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of 40 cents; or this and any two other Songs for 
One Dollar, by Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. Postage Stamps taken same as cash for all our goods. 


Words and Music by Chas. Graham, 


A plain little cottage, a cold winter's day, 
A fond mother’s life slowly ebbing away, 
t Two sicters in tears standing there by her bed, 
To hear the last words that their dearest friend said. 
One sister to womanhood lately had grown, 
The other to fifteen years scarcely conld own: 
The poor mother kuew that the youngest was wild, 
So her counsel she gave to her fair, youngest child: 
“There are things, little girl, that you can’tunderstand, 
There are lures and temptations, dear, on every hand, 
You will find, little Jennie, thro’ sorrow and woe, 
That your sister will comfort and love you, I know!” 


CHoRUvs. 


** Always mind your sister, Jennie, she’s the dearest friend of any, 
You will need her, darling, heed her, and yon’ll never have a fear; 
She will be a mother to you, let her life be happy thro’ you, 
° Just believe her, don’t deceive her, always mind your sister, dear!” 


A street in the city, a warm summer’s night, 
A tall pretty lassie, a youth gay and bright; 
She, laughing and talking as slowly they passed, 
He, thinking, ‘*‘ My angel, l’ve got you ut last!” 
‘*Suppose we have supper, my pretty,” he says, 
‘*] know where to take you, a nice quiet place; 
Of course you’ll say ‘yes,’ for it’s not very late, 
And then I will see you as far as the gate.” im 
But before she could answer, a form that she knew : 
Came quickly towards her, ah! what should she do? 
Her sister was calling, ‘‘ Come, Jennie, away,” 
And the dear voice of mother again seemed to say:— Chorus. 


THEY WANTED IME TO TAKE HIS PLACE. 


Copyright, 1893, by Spaulding & Kornder. 
All rights reserved. 


The Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of 40 cents; or this and any two other Songs for 
One Dollar, by Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. Postage Stamps taken same as cash for all our goods, 


Words and Music by Wm. B. Glenroy, 
e 


Now do not get offended, please, because I start to sing, 
For if I hadn’t come out here this curtain down they’d ring. 
The man who ought to sing this song, inside was taken sick; 
As I was standing idle there, they grabbed me very quick. 


CHORUS. 


For they wanted me to take his place and do the best I could; = 
They said go on and sing the song—I told them that I would; 

They’re standing there to watch me now, my actions just to see; 

They said youcan’t get more thun killed—how pleasant that would be. 


Old P. T. Barnum’s great big show isin an awful stew; 
They lost their curiosity and don’t know what to do, 

It happened just a week ago, and how they wept and cried 

When through the crowd it quickly spread, the big baboon had died. 


CHORUS. 


And they wanted me to take his place and do the best I could, 

And be locked in a great big cage, with monkeys bad and good; 
They'd call me “ Crowley ** No. 2—the kids stick pins in me; a 
They’d feed me candies and peanuts—how pleasant that would be. 


McCarty and McCloskey, too, had matched their dogs to fight; 
They posted $50 each to fight for Friday night; 

We all went out to Cody’s place—McCarty’s dog was there, 
But they couldn’t find McCloskey nor his ** bull pup ” anywhere. \ 


CHORUS. 
And they wanted me to take his place and do the best I could; 
They said, ‘Goin, my boy, and win; we know your pluck isgood” ; 
They tried to make me strip my coat and fight the dog, you see; 
He’d eat my eyes, my nose and ears—how pleasant that would be. 


My sister had a palicy, upon her husband's life; 
He ran away and left her broke—a disappointed 
She said if he were only dead the insurance she 
So she bought a coffin, and on it she had engr 


‘ ig CHORUS. 

; And she wanted me to take his place, and do t 8 

ioe Tooley off dead and be nailed up in a coffin mad®of wood, 

I And when the mourners had all yone, she said she’d let me free; 


; Perhaps she might forget it though—how pleasant that would be. 


AFTER THE BALL. 


By Chas. K. Harris, author of the famous success, “ Kiss and Let’s Make Up.” 


Copyright, 1892, by Chas. K, Harris & Co. 


Exclusive permission to publish the words of thissong. All rights reserved. 


Chas. K. Harris & Co., 207 Graud Avenue, Milwauk«e, Wis., are the sole publishers of this song. The sheet music of this song can 
be obiained from them at 50c. per copy. 


Words and Music by Chas. K. Harris, 


A little maiden climbed on an old man’s knee, 
Begged fora a a Do, Uncle, please. 

Why are yousingle; why live alone? 

Have you no babies; have you no home?” 

“ [had a sweetheart, years, years ago; 

Where sheis now, pet, you willsoon know. 
List to the story, I’ll tell it all: 

I believed her faithless after the ball. 


CHORUS. 
‘ After the ball is over, after the break of morn— 
After the dancers’ leaving; after the stars are gone; 
Many a heart is aching, if you could read them all; 
Many the hopes that have vanished after the ball. 


There came my sweetheart, my love, my own— 
‘IT wish some water; leave me alone.’ 

When I returned, dear, there stood a man, 
Kissing my sweetheart as lovers can. 

Down fell the glass, pet, broken, that’s all, 
Just as my heart was, after the ball.— Chorus. 


Long years have passed, child; I’ve never wed; 

True to my lost love, though she is dead. 

She tried to tell me, tried to explain; 

I would not listen, pleadings were vain; 

One day a letter came from that man— 

He was her brother—the letter ran— 

That’s why I’m lonely, no homeat all; ° 


‘Bright lights were flashing in the grand ball-room, I broke her heart, pet, after the ball.” — Chorus. 


Softly the music, playing sweet tunes. 


. DADDY WOULDN’T BUY ME A BOW: WOW. 


Copyright, 1892, by Francis, Day & Hunter. 
All rights reserved, 


Yhe Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of 40 cents; or this and any two other Songs for 
One Dollar, by Henry J Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. Postage Stamps taken same as cash for all our goods. 


Written and Composed by Joseph Tabrar. 


I love my little cat, I do, with soft black, silky. hair; _ 
It comes each day with me to school, and sits upon the chair; 
When teacher says, ‘‘ Why do you bring that little pet of yours?” 

i I tell her that I bring my cat along with me because— 


CHORUS. 


Daddy wouldn’t buy me a bow-wow, bow-wow, 

Daddy wouldn't buy me a bow-wow, bow-wow; 

I've got a little cat, and I’m very fond of that, 

But I'd rather ave a bow-wow, wow, wow, wow, wow. 


We used to have two tiny dogs, such pretty little dears, 

But daddy sold ’em ‘cos’ they used to bite each others ears; 

J cried all day; at eight each mene Papa sent me to bed; 

When Ma came home and wiped my eyes, I cried again and said:— Chorus. 


T’'ll be so glad when I get old, to do just as I “likes”; 

1’}l keep a parrot and, at least, a half a dozen tykes; 

And when I’ve got a tiny pet, I’1] kiss the little thing, 
Then put it in its little cot, and unto it I'll sing:—Chorus. 


. 


PUSH DEI CLOUDS AWAY. 


a Copyright, 1892, by T. B. Harms & Co. Entered at Stationers’ Hall, London, 


All rights reserved. 


fhe Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of 40 cents; or this and any two other Songs for 
One Dollar, by Heury J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. Postage Stamps taken same as cash for all our goods, 


Words and Music by Percy Gaunt. 


If you want to git to heaven on de nickel-plated road, just push dem clonds away; 
Bring along all yer baggage and check it to de Lord, when you push dem clouds away. 
If de train am a-speedin’ an’ you can’t catch on, when you push dem clouds away, 
You're a coon dat’s gone, and wuss dan none, when you push dem clouds away. 


CHORUS. 
Just push! Don’t shove! Just push dem clouds away; 
Keeping a-pushin’ and a-shoyin’ au’ u-pushin’ au’ a-shovin’ till you push dem clouds away.—{ Whistle.} 
12> 
€ don’t have to scratch, when you push dem clouds away; 


Oh, de chickens up deré « 
i dat watermillion atch, when you push dem clouds away. 


All green and yall A 
If de people am a- n’ for pie and milk, just push dem clouds away; 
De angels dere all veil , When you push dem clouds away.—Chorus. ° 


There’)] be no boys a-puffin’ cigarettes, when vou push dem clouds away; 

They'll all have wings, those mammy’s little pets, when you push dem clouds away. 
Old Gabriel's horn will toot and roar, when you push dem clouds away; - 
There’ll be no dudes around the stage-door, when you push dem clouds away.— Chorus. 


THE BOWERY. 


Copyright, 1892, by T. B. Harms & Co. Copyright, 1892, by Hoyt & Thomas. Entered at Stationers’ Hail, London. 


All rights reserved. 


The Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any. ences Lede on receipt of 40 cents; or this and any two other Songs for 
A Se 


One Dollar, by Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Par! 


Postage Stamps taken same as cash for all our goods. 


Words by Chas. H. Hoyt. Music by Percy Gaunt. 


Oh! the night that I struck New York, 
I went ont for a quiet walk; 

Folks who are ‘* on to” the city say, 
Better, by far, that I took Broadway; 
But I was out to enjoy the sights; _ 
There was the Bowery ablaze with lights; 
Thad one of the devil’s own nights— 

Tl never go there’any more. 


CHORUS. 


The Bowery, the Bowery; : 
They say such things, and they do strange things 
On the Bowery, the Bowery— \ 

Til never go there any more. 


I had walked but a block or two, 

When up came a fellow and me he knew; 
Then a policeman came Merve Hee 
Chased him away, and I asked him why. 
“Wasn't he pulling your leg?”’ said he. 
Said I, ‘* He never laid hands on me!” 
“Get off the Bowery, you Yep!"’ said he— 
Tl never go there any more.— Chorus. 


I went into an auction store; 

I never saw any thieves before; « 

First he sold me a pair of socks, 

Then said he, ‘‘ How much for the box?” 
Some one said ‘‘ two dollars!” 1 said ‘‘ three!” 
He emptied the box and gave it to me— 


. 


‘*T sold you the box, not the socks,’ said he— 
I'll never go there any more.— Chorus. 


I went into a concert hall, 

I didn’t have a good time at all; . 

Just the minute that I sat down © 

Girls began singing, ‘‘ New Coon in Town.”” 
I got up mad and spoke out free. 
‘*Somebody put that man out,” said she; 

A man called a bouncer attended to me— 

T'll never go there any more.— Chorus. 


I went into a barber shop; 

He talked till I thought he would never stop; 

I, cut it short, he misunderstood, 

Clipped down my hair just as close as hecould; 
He shaved with a razor that scratched like a pin, 
Took off my whiskers and most of my chin; 
That was the worst scrape I ever got in— 

T’ll never go there any more.— Chorus. 


I struck a place that they called a “dive”; 

T was in luck to get ont alive; 

When the policeman heard my woes, 

Saw my black eyes and my battered nose, 
‘You've been held up!”” said the ‘‘ copper ” fly? 
“No, sir; but I’ve been knocked down!” said I; 
Then he laughed, though I couldn't see why— 
I'll never go there any more.— Chorus. 


I HANDED IT OVER TO RILEY. 


Copyright, 1893, by Fank Tousey. 


The Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt of 40 cents; 


Entered at Stationers’ Hall, London. 


One Dollar, by Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. Postage Stamps taken same as cash for all our goods, 


Words by Albert Hall. 


Music by Felix McGlennon, 


There never were two stauncher pals 

Than I and my chum Johnny Riley; 
We'd booze together or flirt with gals, 

And we valued each other highly; 
Whenever there was any booze to be got, 
Or somebody paid for the keg or pot, 

I would collar the measure aud gulp the lot, 

Then I handed it over to Riley. 


CHoRvs. 
For Riley and I were chums, and we always shared 
Black eyes or sugar-plums, the divii a hair we cared; 
‘When there was anything nice about, take my word, 
That when I had done, I handed it over to Riley. 


One day when I was on a spree 
Along with my chum Jonny Riley, 
One of those men they calla “D” 
Came in and surveyed us slyly; 
Then he grabbed me gently by the ear, 
And whispered, ‘‘ Young man, I’ve a warrant here!” 


Well, I took that warrant in the greatest fear, 
Then I handed it over to Riley.— Chorus. 


One night I found a watch and chain 
While out with my chum Johnny Riley, 

And he for his share did soon complain, 
And he did it so awfully wily; 

But as by a lamp we chanced to pass, 

I saw by the light of the flaring gas 

That the watch was gold but the chain was brags, 
So the chain went over to Riley.— C horus. 


One sweet Spring morn I took a wife, 
My best, of course, was Riley; 
I thought she'd be the joy of my life, 
For she acted so very shyly; 
But I soon found that marriage was no great fun, 
For she chased me ‘round the house with a gun, 
Till I said, ‘* Dear Madam, with you I’ve done,” 
And I handed her over to Riley.— Chorus. 


REUBEN AND CYNTHIA. 


Copyright, 1892, by T. B. Harms & Co. 


All rights reserved. 


The Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on recei 


One Dollar, by Henry J. Wehman, 130 & 132 Park Row, New York. Postage Stamps taken same as cash for all our goods, 


Words by Chas. H. Hoyt. Music arranged by Percy Gaunt. 


Rueben, Reuben, I’ve a notion 
If the men were sent away, 
» Far beyond the stormy ocean, 
Female hearts would all be gay. 
Cynthia, Cynthia, I’ve been thinking 
If the men should take that trip, 
All the women in creation 
Right away wouid take that ship. 


Reuben, Reuben, I’ve been thinking 
What a strange thing it would be 
Tf all streams of drinking water 
All turned salty as the sea. 
Cynthia, Cynthia, I’ve been thinking, 
- You can safely take my word, 
More than half the population 
Wouldn’t know it had occurred. 


Reuben, Reuben, I've been thinking, 
Will you tell me where or when 

Women will be forced to stop this— 
Doing things just like the men? 

Cynthia, Cynthia, I’ve been thinking, 
And can answer with dispatch, 

She must Cease her mannish methods 
When she comes to strike a match. 


Reuben, Reuben, I've been thinking 
Why do people risk their gold 

Betting on the wicked races, 
Knowing they are bought and sold? 

Cynthia, Cynthia, I’ve been thinking 
That is where the laugh comes in, 

Each man thinks that he has fixed it 
So the horse he backs will win, 
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THE DYING GIRL’S MESSAGE. 


BALLAD. 
Words by A. H. Nog. - Music by J. P. SKELLY. 
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1. Raise the win-dow high - er, moth- er, air can nev -er harm me 
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band. Do not chide him, moth-er, dar-ling, tho’ my form you see no 


— —— 
| fe Bese 
ee oe eee Ae co 


heart, But I have a dy - ing message I would give be - fore we 
him— Draw the cur-tain high- er, mother, for the light is grow - ing 
\ more; Grieve not, think me on - ly waiting for you on the oth - er 
| SS as eae as Vent gh ey Sn hegre (Sa a UA PERTTI 
ta |——+-9—9-|- 85 EON EE -&__@ a ra ——— 
vee 


PASaeas o 
jart: Lay my head up - on your bos - om, fold me clos - er, moth -er, 
im. Need I’ tell you how he left me, cold-ly put-ting me a- 

shore. Do not chide him, moth-er, dar-ling, tho’ you miss me from your 


=, 

—<—<—_— $$ ——_—_-———_ Gre ages g — ait, Sm a RC 
—_—9—*—__9—8-|-® t p —_@_| 29 —___9 —9-|-3— ewe ce 
—— | a <a can - 

Se ee eee ee ee 

dear, While I breathe a namelong si- lent, in thy fond and lov - ing 


ear; Mother, there is one—you know him— oh, I can-not speak his 

pride? Life has been a wea-ry bur-den sincethose hours of deep - est 

bride; Take this ring from off my fin - ger, where he placed it long a- 
rall. 


. 
| Saas er eon Ds Seca ear IESE 
; ae Ee ia memes em ea -o—g— 9 eg 


name, You re-member how hesoughtme, how with lov-ing words he came. 
woe—Wipe these cold drops from my forehead, they are death marks well I know. 
- go, Give it to himwith a bless-ing, that in dy-ing I be -stow. 
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S The complete Words and Music of this Song can be had for 40 cents per copy, 
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